MODERN TRAVEL

hands in horror at free speech and heretical thoughts,
and yet it is they who have betrayed him ; it is they
who have caught his wilful sprite and shut it up in the
churches like a linnet. How swift was the flash of this
man's intelligence, how reckless of all conventional
restraint ! He showed clearly that underneath the
pushing, ugly, strapping world there was a quality as
inexplicable, as rueful, as the love of a zebra for its
dead mate. Say what they will, he was not of their
fellowship. He suspected ritual and religious cere-
monies.

We went up into the village on the first night of our
arrival. We passed close by the synagogue where Jesus
had preached on that morning when his neighbours had
sought to kill him. It was within this circle of loose
stones that he had learned his a-b-c's. It was perhaps
here that intimations of his heroic purpose had first
come to him when with his child eyes veiled in a day-
dream he had looked through the open door toward
the hill of Our Lady's Fright, heedless of the voice of
the good khazzan droning on.

There were already lights in the bazaars. The
narrow streets were crowded. We passed carpenter
shops, cobbler shops, smith shops. Hidden in the
foundations of those dark houses were without doubt
thousands of stones which had been worked into shape
before the birth of Christ. There must be stones there
that he himself had lifted, could we but come to a
knowledge of dumb matter's forgotten secrets, for in his
age a carpenter's trade was often equivalent to that of
a builder.

We walked back above the road, high up on the slope
of the hill. The stone-worn path led us through a
burial-place. If we stepped from it we stumbled against
forlorn dusty graves. We came into a narrow lane with
sandy boulders projecting from its sides. Down this lane
in the dusk of the evening an old lean cow was ambling.
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